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tol Ower thelr wine and play they gave
emall heod 1o the sounds of war about
them, In the Lreathicss pauses following |
on the roar of orinance from the tuwnl
the dry rattle of the dies struck in with'a
mocking nete.  Jdfe and death out yon-
der: the men clustered round the faring
torch  hnd welghtier matters to  busy
them. The broad wavering glare which
was full upon them struck out flashes of
yvaried color from their attire, half-mar-
tis] and half courtly, struck out ruby
giemme from  the wioe before them;
struck out meaning glints of steel from
pstol, sword, and pike
There were two men seated by tha
vourh boards they used £8 a table, and
round them stood the others keeping an
eager watch, The elder of the two was
richly dressed, but his braveriea had bech
gadly tarnished by hard usage in fights
n:-.-.iQr--'.-:a- With his face it was much
the same: but he was handsyme still, de-
wir of recklessness and the hord
%, There was a Deedy
wd his garbh, yel he was

spite
hun

Joak nlx

wearing A chain of gold which
hung down ne = his bandoleer, He fin-
gered it as he sat, glancing down nt it

mbre than onge with the ficker of a sat-
fafiedd smiie.
Oppostte him sat
dalmtiness of artire
bhut tn such so

ol o

mere lad, whose
repied that he woas |
he had the look |
rseqd 10 more sheltered ways. Bat
had “i'l’k!'.i]

the rough free Ife around _
mightily with him, and he showed the |
traces ¢f a roystering night—the more

Hils smooth, boy-
the veins on |

Decause It was his tirst,
ish face was deeply fushed
his forshead swollen, and hus eyes Lright, |
birt nncortain,

“Once again!' ha erisd, somewhat hus-
kily, gatheriug up the dice in his hand
“Coms, Armsirong, you owe me some re-
VOnge What, 1 have lost more than 1
can mdes, curss me!” The oath came |
with & little jerk from his unaccustomed |
Ky,

I will never baulk yomn,~ nnswered
Armstrong, gadly, 1 can wear as many
gold chains as you list to lose, or If luck
wurn against me—tush, 1 am a soldier of
fortune: there's as much to be won with-
{n Bristol walis tomorrow. Come, 1 love
1o play with one who bears his losses like
a man. What will you stake aguinat all
which I have won of you, S0 you may
have al! agaln at one throw™

“Ay, or lose all, more lke, since he
plays with Armstrong,” muttered an old-
of man. *“So the cands were not guick
enough for him."” Then, advancing to the
group. be added alowd:

“Assuredly, gentiemen, we have both
Qicet und drunk enow for tonight, If we
are to fight tomorrow.”

Armstrong glanced up =t the spesker.
*“1f vou break on my game tounight, you
must ¢'en favor me by yourself playing
out anothor gaume with me ere long,” he
satd, coolly, with e darkening brow.

The other smiled conlemptuounsly,
turning to the lad, began anew:

“Encugh for tonight, Cantain Thorn-
ton.”

“Ay, listen to the good gentleman,™
Armstrong broke guickly In, " "Tis true,
Thersion, you are something young 1o be
out of wardship, and you have drunk
wine topight, which &s no fit drink for
chiifren—s0 thinks your friend bere
knowing you have never feasted before
save with your lady-mother.”

“I hoid him no friend that says 0"
blustersd the young captain. “1 drink
what plessss me; nor shall I pour the
third gla=s on the flvor, for all my moth-
er's fuvorite poet doth so commend—a
most ungodly waste of good lguor,” and
be laughed nloud and vacantly.

“Good! urt & man of mettie alter all
To our last throw, then; but have you
aught of worth enow to set aguinst the
fair lands 1 stuke?™

“] will set of what remaineth to me to
the value of your stake. They be my
Jands, though,” bubbied the youth, “mine
¢ both sides™

A stience had settied on the watching
group, in which even the muttering hiss
of the wind-blown torch might be heard
Then Thornton lfted the dice, poised and
shook them, stayed his hand an Instant,
and threw.

“Four and two? Nay, surely :agine eyes
dazzle,” he faltered, bending 1o look,

“Bo It i=.” sald Armstrong. “‘My chance
now—Venus be mine ald! That is all the
lsarning 1 brought with me out of Ox-
ford. So—by mine honor—a rast worthy
of Venus herseldf?” and he poiniied to the
double sixes

Thornton gave a curions gulp, and put
up & hand to wipe the sweat from his
forebead.

“Have I lost the home farm thean—all
the falr wide meadowsT"

“Your pardon,” sald Armstrong, with
ceremonious courtesy, “the home farm
was your stnke last time.™

“But there I nothing more” sald the
oy, with the calmness of & sleep-walker:
“pothing suve the Hall jtselfl and the
lands thereto, which we huve held for
centuries ™

“And that was your stake this time,”
rejoined Armstrong, cheerfully. “For-
tune of war, captain.™

Thornten had got to his feet and stood
for &n fastant staring, his face stricken
still and ashen Then, with & robbing
moan, he dropped to his pluce; o half-
pike leaning near him fell with a ringing
sound. No ono spoke, and he Jooked at
nene, but fung out his arms upon the ta-
ble nnd hid hig face there. A gobict was
overset by his movement, and the wine
crapt toward him In & dark stream, dyed
his hand in its lnce ruflie, and dabbled his
long curied halr. Thers was an ugly
snimicry in that red, widening stain,

“A falr day's work!" sald the grey-
baired Cavalier, looking down, betwixt
pity and sternness, =t the Ind's bowed

and

4,

“Night's work you would say.” retorted
Armstrong carclessiy. “The day for
fighting, good =ir, and the night for feast-
ing—when we chance to be off duty, that
18" He seated himsel! on the tulde as
he spoke, and reached for a goblet of
wine, ““Well that this was not spliled; a
rare flavor, too—there needs Lut 4 wench
to ill 1. Ard he Legan to sing to him-
self:

*The ancients erred, though they were wise,

Which teigned & god of wine,
is o ughiogr lass to 6ill the glass
Doth mebe the drink divine"*

“fot be” sald the older man sharply.
*“Mock not the Ind's despalr. And, mark
you, for all your wit, I think you have
most like deceived yourself, and that
Thoraton hath no power to dlce down the
home of his race.”

“Content you, I am safe there” answer-
ed the Lisutenant. 1 am no hawk to
stoop atl an empty lure™

““Truly, then, it is o good night's work
for vou, as you sald. I trust you may do
as well In the fight tomorrow.”

Armstrong sprang to his feet and front-
od the speaker: the mocking lghtness was

gone from his fece, and he apoke with a
decpened voice ]
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“imer ngoln venileomen—one  more “You have no cause to say it. None
throw of the dice!’ have ever linked coward with my name,
The little group of S ddiers was gath- | nor dared hint thnt I falled in my work
ered 1 one of the rough hiats which serv-| #ince first 1 charged at Powick PBridge;
od ns shelters near the trencthes of Bris- | though I am sull but Lieutenant, while

our vallapt and discreet young friend hore
is Captaln before striking a hlow, becuuse
he hath a cousin cun win O Neil's ear
But what I guln not o' one way 1 take by
another, and so—""

He reseated himself, bis momeniary an-
geT gone, while the other turned away
with a slow, grave shake of the head.

Armstrong’s words were true enough.
All men knew him for a reckless, but
not a fortunate fighter. He was known
by other exploits as well: the war gave
many opportunities to waste life and to
risk it, and he had made the most of
all. Onee only t was rumored that he
had failed to grasp what lay within his
reach—a chance of winning honor in the
first gresat battle, at the arifing cost of
wronging a wounded comrade. No more
of the story was known; in truth, that
much had been dropped by Armstrong in
a mood of confidence, or a mood, some
sald, of boasting and lying. He claimed
to have held his hand, whereupon his
fellow-soldier had made no better use of
his triumph than to die that night on
the field. After which Armstrong had
cursed the frony of fortune, and vowed to
usé his next chance to his own advantage.
He would most lkely have done so, such
resolutions being of the kind which are
kept, had such a moment recurred. As it
wis, If he had, despite his best endeav-
ors, won little among his foes, he had, In
an easier fashion, wen much among his
friends—not honor, perhaps.

He sl for a while eyeing young Thorn--
ton with a sombre side glance. The boy

| moved a IHitle stealthily, and slipped his

hand into: his breast, druwing something
forth which he held tightly clasped, Arm-
sirong leaned over and peered at §it, then
e broke into w harsh laugh,

“T'ush, the boy is less green than we
thought. Here he sits sighing over his
lady's pleture, doubting—and right wise-
I¥. 1 swear—Iif she will have a smile et
for him now house and heirship are goue.
Grant us a sight there of, caplain; we are
all lovers of beauty here. Show us your
pretiy—""

He¢ stopped abruptly. Tharnton leaped
up and stood facing his tormentor, his
eyes, in their reddened rims, blazing from
his desperate young faoce,

“Curse You!” he cried, in a high, bro-
ken voice: “It is—it Is my mother.”

The miniature dropped from his hand,
and he, iy st shred of costrol  rent
away, fiung himself on one of the rude
puliets by the will, and lay there shaken
by gasping sobs,

The soldiers drew apart = little, mur-
muring, and casting curious glances nt
Armetrong. The sneer was still about his
lips as he picked up the miniature; his
face grew somewhat set us he stared at
it, but his color changed slightly. It was
a grave, high, ewest countenance which
locked out, a little proudiy, from the nar-
row frame; a face deepened and made
more delicate by the years which had
faintly sllvered the halr, After that jong
wok Armstrong shut his hand over the
plicture, clenching it hard, then walked
over to where Thornton lay, and stirred
bim with the point of his boot.

“Tuke it," he snid briefly. Then, as the
other, too broken for anger, renched out
for it obediently, he added: “She I no
Puritan, I'll be bound; she is a loyal
lady T -

Thornton nodded mutely.

“I¥Md she strive 10 hold you
war?"’

“She bade me go, a8 my father would
have gone, fastened my sword, and bless-
ed me.””

He had begun his answer dully, but at
the end his volee ghrilled off into a mis-
erable laugh.

Armstrong laughed too, The wine had
worksd with him, sober though he seem-
&d, and he presently begun to talk to no
oue in particular,

“Sec now the freaks of that jade Fortu-
na?! 1, who am assuredly nor PuritAn nor
precisian, must needs have A mother
which was both, 8'lif«! yves, and could well
have borne, for all that, to have her yet.
But I was aye loyal to King and Court,
and followed hiz Majesty once—or sver
open war was come—to cuteh five foxes at
Westminster; but he had not stop-
ped thelr earthe Bo the Five Members
went seot free, and mistress my mother
heard | was of that gngodly crew of sol-
diers, and bade me repent or—-— But 1
was over a profane wreltch amongst her
ministers; an | let slip a "damme” 1 wos
cxcommunieate, and I could never lewrn
the Puritan trick of reserving all damna-
tion for other Tolks. So there 1 was out-
cast and cursed for a son of perdition ere
yet 1 deserved U, perchance, as well as
now, Faith, I've done my best since
then—a son should not give his mother
the He. Yen, cast out and landless. DBut

from the

I am nat laundless now," he ended, with a
sudden change of voice. “Nay, mother
or none, your very ingie nook s mine,

Thormon—unless 1 fall tomorrow, when
you shall be mine heir, for other have 1
none."”

Thoenton sat up suddenly, a eruel lHght
of hope Rashing poross his face, Arm-
strong saw It und smiled,

“Take my word for't, my son,'” he sald,
with the nir of one bestowing a benedic-
tion, “thou art assuredly a very fool™

Bharp across his words came an out-
burst of confused and clamorous sound
from without. Armstrong struightened
himself and listened intently.

“To your weapons!" he cried. T thought
we had an hour yet ere it was time to get
1o cur posts. As I live—ay, "tis from that
quarter it comes~those mad Cornish have
uttacked too soatt. Our leaders wiil never
bhrood to be behind. To your men, Thorn-
ton, if you would not be court-martialed.”

A loud shet was heard close at hand.
Bomewhere in the distanee a trumpet
drew out a thin, gquivering thread of
sound; then aoother, then o great pulaing
hlnre.

The men crowded to the door. The
scent of dawn was in the gir, but no light.
The skies, 1ifted as it seemed to a great
helght, looked infinitely serene and aloof,
But fur and near the ground sheok to the
gathering of the army, and round the
walls of Bristol bastions of fiery smoke
were a-bullding. The men pressed out
from the stifling hut; pressed into the
coul, deep spacen af the night.

Captain Thornton knew nething of how
bhe reached hin men, nor of how he bore
himeelf boeford theom: and it was well in-
deed for him that the darkness and con-
fusion aorved him as o shield. Yet, when
the attack was once begun,
his communder, Colonel | Washington,
might have noted with approval the fear-
lens fashion in which the unaccustomed
voung soldier rode Into peril.  For Thorn-
ton- that day was possvased Ly a cansum-
ing slesire for desnth, only slightly tem-

pered by an instingtive dread of dying, |

and by a wish to kill, If might be, before
his own turn should come. Soon sepa-
rated from his fellows by the uneven na-
ture of the ground they crossed, he
lunged on alone. A biind rage heat in
{lm. The furze bushes which cheoked his
soemed

horse malciously allve

e
LM and slugs whistled and m:wlodpdilke-

risively about him, with the evident

the eye of |

threat of striking him down before he
coild make some other Human being suf-
fer as he doubtless deserved. He Knew
that they were (O asseult the line midway
betwern the two forts of Brandon ITM
and the windmill, which reared them-
soelves on elther hand like huge sentient
muonsters belching destruction. He hela
strafglitforward., Tn truth, that sSecmed
0 Bile A course as ony among the mani-
fold denths which environed him, and
which, despite himself. struck out ocea-
stonal chills of fear that only decponed
his passion.

The dawn hagd quickened by this: great
shafts’ of gold struck upward from the
horizon, clenving gaps n the clouds which
soon showed wide spaves of tranguil lght
Fut the dawn sory Thomton only to
see how n soldier in wl sprang into the
alr and drop) wave jn i tormless
heap, Before he had stendied from the
sight he found himself at the outworks,
There nli was a bewillderment of move-
ment, Iin which he was swathod in dun,
clinging smoke, and dazzled by the fiare
of the firepikes and the leaping flash of
musketry. He busied hireself in belping
to honck st the burrier, with weapon or
bare hands as chanced, bitterly resenting
the while the need of wasting blows on
mere earth pnd stone, Then, discerning a
gap, he put his horse at it Jesped, stum-
bled, and recovered footing inside the line,
with a knot of the enemy charging down
on him. Live men at last, 8t whom he
fired and thrust, shouting with delirious
exultation.

Armstrong meantime had taken the at-
tack more coolly., He wis ussd to sach
seenes, and the events of the pust night
were perhaps not secthing in his bleod
and brain as In thes: of his antagonist.
He was riding #s o voltoteer that day with
Howard's dragoons, but he was soon {ore-
ed, like the rest, 1o pick his way smgly.
Chancing on some very broken ground, he
wis forced fror: his course and then
borne back for some digtance by n rush
of retreating men from another purt of
the line. As he strove to disengage him-
self, his eye was caught by the figure of
an officer, mounted on a grand, durk
horse, who came toward them at foll

el Armstreng watohed hitm ride into
the midst of & knot of fugitives with pas-
sionate suddenness, and sw them on to
the attack again as it were by the wind
of his presence, On he came, near enough
for A nE 10 note the scarlet eloak,
then a fasl glimpse of 5 keen, dark
Tuce, with eagle vyves, boneath the stesly
shadow of the helmet. The next insthnt
the superb horse the officer rode repred
upright, s face streaming blood, and ut-
tered a walling shriek, shill enough to
pirrce the mortal clamor round, It was
prone in another momont, struggling ter-
ribly., Armstnmg turned, and spurred to-
wird the spot; but the fallen muan had al-
ready freed himself, and was walking
composedly forward, his step neither has-
tenesd nor slnckened for the balls which
rent the groand near by,

“Take my horse, vour Highness™ cried
Armstrong, springlag down to make his
medaning clear, for his words were over-
noised.

Prince Rupert vaulled to the =addie;
yet, intent on his work though he was, he
checked an instant

*l thank vou,” he =aid, in that ringing
vioce which his megn could hear through
any crash of hatthe “Your name?”’ He
bent down 1o catel the answer,

“Robert Armstrong, sir™

“Good, 1 will remember. Make It heard
today, yonder!" He pointed with a tense
gesture toward the fire-ringed battie-
ments. and with the word was gone.

‘I am a made man,”” exulted Armstrong,
s he stumbled headlong up to slope;
“Rupert deth never less than his word.
Oh, fortunate day! So that i am not
killed ere reaching the lines,” he reflected
more soberly, hastening his steps to get
out of runge of the forts, from which the
place of attack ltsell was somewhat shed-
tered,

Delayed as he was, he found the works
already in part demolished; inst the
line had been well-nigh clearsd by Littie-
tons daring charge, fire-pike In hnnd, and
the Royulists had swept op. Armstrong
leaped and scrambled across the orum-
bling debris, and barely avolded lighting
on a fallen man who reached clutching
hands at him as he passed. On he hast-
vned; the Prince’'s brief words weoere as
lightuing within him, and he cculd not
camme swiftly epough at his foes. But, as
he man, a faint ery of “Oxford!" smote
his ear., and, glancing aside, he saw a
struggling group of men at his left. One
of them, bestriding his dend horse, had
his back 1o the earthworks and waws fight-
ing hard agalnst degperate odds. He wore
the green scarf which for thiat day dis-
tingulshed the King's soldiers, Arm-
strang only pauscd for a breath; he could
do much, he told himself, not desert a
comrade at such mortal stress.  Snatching
a plke from the ground he ran toward
them. shouting aloud as he went:

“T'o e, brother! Oxford, Oxford!™

Then acroas a heaving shoulder he
caught a glimpse of o face he knew.

The royalist had turned to him, guard-
ing his head the while with Hfted weai-
pon: and, masked though he was with
blopd and sweat and dust, Armstrong
knew Captain Thornton at a glance. He
wus as quickly known; across the young
saldier's face, 26t n the impersonal flerce-
ness of battle, Bashed a look of keen in-
dividual hate. -

“Hotter death!” hé erled, In a high,
gasping volce, and flung himself on his
fTows,

Armstrong hegitated, his hand gripping
the pike. The boy's insclent madness Lad
st him free to strive towand the hope
which made n beacon before him. Then
another thought lcaped to his mind; his
face flushed darkly.

“She—"" he muttered, and made a long
stride forward, pike in hand

The fight was brief, for Armsirong came
fresh to the work, and the Parliamenta-
rinns knew that their fellows had all re-
treateid. The lioutenant, springing upon
them., thrust one through the gorget, and
the man dropped, a look of horribie sur-
prise stamped on his countenance, Thorn-
1on, almast spent, made in ctual thrust
ol thrust, moaning hoarsely § » gtruck,
in mn anguish of wearlness. One  burly
fellow, using an UNCHMIDON WeADOU, &
short battle-ax, way the last to give way.
When the rest hind fled he leaped back,
and gotting st Armstrong’s side, within
hi# guard, hewed at him savagely. Hefore
the other cculd shorten the pike sufficient-
Iy to strike back, he was off, running at
grout bounds.
ornton hurdly reslizsd his escape. He
| ngainat the earthwork, panting for
th. his throst dry with dust, and on
hiis lips the acrid taste of sweat., Suodden-
iy he felt o hapnd gn his ghoulder, and a
hollow volee mutteéred o his ear: “G
me forth of this—dhe hedge yonder—

Looking up, he suw  Armstrong's fhace,
changed and rigid, with no expression In
it save n blank endurance, His heart
sank with an awe in which was mingled
something of physical fesr and recoll. He
put out o hand to help sustain his com-
panicn, who Jesned on  him, heuavily,
stiify, all of oue plece, Hke an image of
stone. It seemed to take them an endless
time to reach thot hedge, not half o score
puces away. Thornton's mind was in a
tiwrmoll of subsiding anger, rellef, distress
gratitnde. Clear to him above all «ise
wne the pregsure of that heavy twitchiog
hand on his ghoulder,

They reached the helge at last, and
Armstrong, reloasing the other, gtood ereet
an instant, swayed, and dropped. The
hedge, shaken by his fall, sent down a lit-
tle perfumed shower of dew and flower
petuls, Thornton Kneeled down, unclasped
1hes woundod man's corselet, not without
infinite palns, and made on unavalling
effort to staunch the wound, Then he
walted. mute and helpless. The life ebb-
ed visibly, breath by breath, from the sol-
dier's face, which was scttiing Into lines
of absolute, remote stillness. Would he
pass without a word?

Suddenly Armstrong groaned and open-
ed his eves His foce writhed with a
guick spasm, but he made aligrim effort
to smile, and then Lo speak.

Thormton walted with shrinking eager-
ness, Death was™so srange to him; he
was filled with 4 wonder and passfonate
roverence which was deeper even thun his
gratitude. What words should come from
one who seemed already to have crassed

the narrow, immeasurahle rift, and to

speak from the other side? |
“Was ever such accursed luck!” sald
Armstrong feebly. ** "Tis, swedr, bLut

the second time [ have -s--r\’t-_-l ANy save
myself—and to be glaln for't!”

The words hroke so oddly across his
awie-strock sllence that Thornton wuas
actzed with n strangling desire to laugh;
he choked it back, almost bringing tears
oy the effort,

}"i*.ul vou will not die!” he excluimed,
scarce Knowing whit he said

“My side s nigh cut through,” answer-
ed Armstrong hoarsely.

“Alps'™ faltered the bop, “there 18 S50
much | should say—to thank you—"

“For dyving?' muttered the other,. * "Tls
not to pleasure you, my son.”

It me but seek o chirurgeon for you,"
exclaimed Thorntoen hopelessiy; I8 eased
hitm 2 Mittle 1o make oven such an im-
possible offer.

“Or a divine?’ sooffed Armstrong 1
will ¢'en die as 1 have lived. And | have
my ‘doctors’ hepe—or so my gould com-
sudes say of me.” With an attempt  at
jushter he pulied out the dice he hod
used so lately; ll.ux' dropped from his fin-
gers 1o Lhe ground.

Thornton drew back. The muan had
saved him, and was dying for King and
Cause, and yel—

“oTis pity, 100, said Armstrong, balf to

himself, “after today, and the Prince had

noted me. It's all & throw of the dice
But we have the town?"’

The other could make no answer; the
distant blare of victory was less to him

T spoken.
strulghtened sharply fnr'gh-- last breast-
to-breast grapple with death—a wordleas,
breathless, unendling moment—then it
shuddered, Klnckenel. His hand fell back
heavily mpon the reddened dice—Dorn
Greenwell MeChesney In the Pall Mall
Mugazine, 1

SAINTS IN MEXICO.

Mormons Arranging Colonlzation
Plans Across fhe Rio Grande,
John Heunry Smith, the President of the
Mexiean Agricultural and Colenization
Company, & Mormon institution erganized
under the lzws of tha State of Cdlorado,
arrived in the city a few days ago, ac-
companied'by a number of his assistants,
Among those who are with"Mr. Smith oo
his Mexico trip are Henry Eyring, the
Vice President of the company; and A,
M. Tinney, who will remain in this ety
as the Tepresentative of the organization.
The Mexican Agricultiral and Coloniza-

tion Company has %0 colonists excepl

Mormons. Mr. Smith s a - Mormon
prescher and his home s in Salt Lake
City, Utah, The Mormons have already
about 3,000 poople in colonies in the
States of Chthuahua and Sanora, and Mr,
Smith sald the other evening that a great
many of the Mexican Indiansg were mem-
bers of the Mormon Church, although few
of them enjoyed the churéh rights snd
conveniences in this country.

The colonization cempany has been op-
erating in Mexico for the past eight years
and it owns about W00 acres of land in
the northorn part of the republic secured
under specinl concegsion from the Gov-
ernment with differsnt Improvement priv-
{leges. The object of Mr., Smth's visit to
the City of Mexico at this time 1s to ar-
range some matters relating to the con-
cossion with the Minister of Fomeuto,
The nudience with Mr. Fernandez huas al-
ready been secured and the affalrs satis-
factorily arrenged. ’ Mr. Smith sald last
evening that Mr. Fernandez extended his
wishea for their success and happiness in
this country, and Mr. Bmith in turn pre-
sented the compliments of the Mormaon
Church to the Mexlean Government,

Mormons who are setthed in Mexico all
become citizens of the country, and their
record shows that they become excellont
citizens and Improve their property in a
permanent and profitable wsy. Jt is said
although Mr., Smith did not admit it Inst
evening, that the Mormons are negotiat-
Ing for abuut 35,000 aores more of Mexican
land nearer the City of Mexico.

“The Mormon etroreh has long followed |
Smith |

the colonization jdea,” sald Mr,
“Compuenies are operated In the United
States, Canada, and Mexico. When a
Mormon wishes to ‘thange hils pince of
living he secks adylee from those of us
who have had chifge of that branch of

the work for many years. The advanti-,
uges und opportucitics of the different

countries are shown to him just as they
are and he makes cholce. The Mor-
mon church Is a grest believer In the ul-
timste destiny of the American Indian,
and by the American Indian T mean the
entlre Indlan racé of this continent. The
ook of Morman)gives a complete histo-
ry aof the Amer:can Indlans and we be-
Heve that events witl finally show that
Jesus Christ actuflfy visited this contl-

pent In idis own day. Evidences of this

belief are scatieréd throughout the eontl-
nent, Mexico not exeepted In  view of
this fact, we expoct to take a special in-
terest In the Indians and educate them
and give them religious advantages to be
derived from our church government.
“We are making no cieima. We siowly
ingratiate ourselves into the favor of the
poople among whomn we llve. We abide
b7 the laws of the country, and our pec-
ple being industrious, thrifty, and honest,
the territory Inhubited by Mormon colo-
anists Lecomes valuable in 2 short time.

The question of a plurality of wives has
never presented  itself in this country.
Polygamy s unlawful in Mexico and so
far s | am aware jt I8 not proactieed
among the Mormons who are already
here. To involve oueselfl by entering into
marriage contracts thrwagh the civil cere-

L mony with mor- than onhe woman would

probably evéntually land one In a misun-
derstanding with the authorities, At any
rate marringe or polygamy is a secondary
matter with the true Mormon, The idea
which prevalls that in order to be a good
Mormon a man must surround himself
with=elf with a harem ol wives Is erro-
neous.

“The Marmons, as well as other churches
and other socleties, encourage matrimony,
Liut it s optional with a man how many
wives he shall poasess at the same time
It i impossible, however, for o custom af
that nature to be abolished In  a short
time. If polvgamy has been In existence
pmong o class of poople and o man with
a number of wives and ehildren is cnught
up by the knw, it 18 natural to suppose
that in the name of humunity the man, if
hie e an honest npd true member of the
human riaca, will support those who aro
dependent upon him,

“Phe Mormons have been whipped many
times, but they have never beon beaten.
We eombine the spiritual with the mute-
rial things of Iife und this practieally -
wnls to the common senge of mankind

he leaders of the Mormon Church look
after the bread and meat for Lheir follow-
ere as well as their immortal souls.''—The
Mexican Herall,

THESE WERE NOT JERSEYS,

A Sepsational Surprise Coused by an
Honest Alabamn Farmer,

“For the first time in the history of
Alabama rallronds o cow that was not
a pure-blooded Jersey worth J125 has
teen killed by a locomotive,” sald Harry
Jenkins, of tha Mary Lee Coal and Rail-
road Coympany.

“Asx if to make Lhis fact doubly ex-
traordinary, two cows have been kilied,
and neither one a pure Jersey worth $15;
but Loth were just plain, honest, every-
duy cows, the property of an honest

man The story desgrves to be printed’

in every nowespaper and posted in every
courthouse: :

“The other day a- locomotive on our
track at Mary Led steuck and kilied two
milk cows., the property of Mr Giass,
n dalryman, who supplies Birmingham
customers with hopest milk. Not know-
ing Mr. Glass, 1 narorally assumed when
the accldent was reported to me that, In
aecordance with ‘the “hitherto invariable
custom, the cows were pure blooded Jor-
geys worth $15 cach, though I knew as
a faet that they were just common coun-
1ry Cows.

“1 sent for Mr. Glass in order to come
to an agreement with him and compen-
sate him for his loss; far there wus no
doulit that our locomotive kilied his
cows. He came hnd 'we bhad o pleasant
meeting, After the Interchange of the
ordinary courtesies, 1 ocame to busi-
ness.

“ *Now, Mr. Glass’ I began, ‘we have
killed sour cows anld we inténd to poy
yvou for them. What did you vilue them

L il

“ 1 holieve the cows were worth $25
cach, Mr. Jenkins, and that is all 1 could
ask you for—$3 for the two? sald Mr
Gilass.

“ “Why, certaiply, Mr. Glass' I replied.
“The cows wers worth that, But  you
won't take it disrespectful If T say T ex-
pected you to name i much larger sum?

+ s¢tertiainly not: 1 understand how such
things are usually done,’ Mr. Glass said,
‘but | couldn’t aecept more than my cows
were hanestly worth to me, and to tell
vou the truth, I was partly the Tault of
them fool cows getting in the way of
your engine!”

“] paid Mr, Glass his §60, and we parted
the best of Triends,” concluded Mr, Jen-
kins, “and now I think the publle o t
to know of this unigue transaction, which

| is #0 greatly to the credit of a thorough-

iy honest man, Mr Glass. the dalryman”
~Birmingham-Age Hernld.

Of agin,

LU

Gone agin.
Finuigan.

After n ride of 135 miles in Finnigan's
private car, with an empty nall keg turn-
ed upside down for a seat, ] am satisfiad
that Finnigan and the men who work
under him are a pretty good set of fel-
lows.  Finnigan, be it understood, ls the
section hass, and n great man he Is, too.
The section hands bave the utmost con-
templ for the general manager, He s a
silk-stockipged dude who couldn’t pull a
hand-car & mile to save his life. The
‘general superintendent isn't much better,
and the superintendent s a sort of an
evil that must be put up with. The road-
muster stands well, but the king of them
all is Finnigan, the section boss. The men

says is law, regardless of what anyone
¢lse may say about it. And Finnigan!
His domain I= about seven miles of track,
though where there are yards the section
is smaller, and his subjecte number from
three to ten men. The work to be done
decides the number of men in a section
The popular jdea is that all section men
and Finnigan are Irish. As a rule this
s 30, but there are exceptions to the rule,
for on the Deeatur section I met Louls
and Awgust Gendvookonwitz, and they
are as good In their business as anyone

You can frame up all the smooth men
in politice and throw In a few “buil con™
‘men for good measure, and they will all
have to take off their hats to Finnigan,
e s one of the bust all around exagger-
mtors—not n mean, maliclous one, nor a
sceandalizer—he just exnggersates in his
business, and hé does It with a face that
would ‘make an angel sob. He will hide
material in the weeds and seerete it un-
der the tool house amd swear Le used it in
the track—not for any pecuniary gain to
himself, but to make a good si.c~ing
without much expense. Ones section boss
Lullt a sidetrack, and as far as his report
showed he did not use a tle. He had pur-
16in#a o fot fTrom antther section and thig
kopt down his own expenses. FHe will
tell the greatest stories of the work he
hae done andawill always kick because he
ha= the hardest section on the road. ©On
this trip I met forty-odd Finnigans and
everyone told me In cansidence that he
had the worst section and the poorest
handear on the pike.

Some of the Finnigans are pretty well
educated, and one I met could quote
Shakespeare by the yard. I found only
one musical Finnigun. He had one song,
somithing about a soldler with a woodza |
ieg who always “had tobaccky in his old
tobaccky box,” and he sang this song to
every tumne, from “0Old Hundred" to rag-
time. It is not often that the section
man gets much higher. On some lines
he may become a roadmaster, but he sel-
dom gets above a zection boss. Sdil
there are exeeptions to this rule as well
as to others. Viece Preaident Hanrahan,
of the Jllinois Central, was a section
hand. General Superintendent Sullivan,
of the same company, began ratiroading
with a shovel, and there arg others who
have gone up from the sectlon, but they
are not many.

Finnlgan is A born “knocker,” and he
does it In season and out of season. But
most of his “knocking’” Is against the
other Finniguns, for be it known that the
helight of Finnlgan's ambition s to put
up a better track than any other Finni-
gan, and he does not hesitate to polnt out
the bad work of the other fellow in
order to help himself along. He iIs a
most artistic swearer also, and his ocaths
are as long a8 his pick handle and as
sharp as the pleck ftself. Finnigan, on
the average, leads a happy life. He works
hard, accumulates a nice little home and
an interesting family, and when his boy
fs old enough he puts him on the section
and instructs him so that in time he may
become 1 Finnlgan himself.

The genuine Fiunigan can be  ploked
out anywhers. He has an indescribabile
something about him that makes his oc-
cupation known, He can mount his hand-
car as a clireus rider leaps op his horse.
He bas a pecullsr knack in pumplng, as
he calls it—"pulling” a bhandear—that
kecps him from getting @ broken back., 1
wintched Finnigan and three of his men
pull & handear for eight miles, and when
the end of the ssotion was reached they
were ns frolicsome as could be. An ordi-
nary man could not bave stood the work
half an hour.

The amount of respousibility that rests
on Finnigan is bardly appreciated by the
general public, becuuse the general pub-
lie seldom meets Finnigan in his official
capacity; and besides, Finnlgan is too
wise to trlk to anyone he does not know.
He stunds for the very foundation of rall-

‘stand In awéd of him, and what the boss | unlonding gravel,

must huve a thorough knowledge of al
traln signals.

Finnigan must be a landsecape gardener,
50 that he can trim up the weeds and
make the stution grounds look pretty. He
g-l® into the retegraph department. be-
cause he must repalr sudden breéaks In
the wires, ete. As the bridge carpeaster,
Finnigan must Keep all drift away from

are kept open. He must be, in a way, fo-
miliar with the ticket business and know
how to handle freight. Besides his mun-
ual lnbor, Finnigan mast be a bookkeep-
er. In his books he must keep the time
of himself and his men, the hours they
work repalring track and laying ties, the
hours spent in luying sted and irop,
Aditching, ballasting, cutting wosds,
louding old rall, loading or un-
Joading tles or unders, joading or
making repalrs to
bridges and eulverts, repuairs to cattle
guards, fenees and crossings, clearing up
A’ wreck, tra freight, construct-
Ing new track and work in the shop per-
formed by any of the men under his con-
tral. The track walkers report to him
and the crossing watchmen and the
switch lamplighters report to him. He
must give a report of every article—and
they are designated under 181 &fferent
heads—received and used by him each
month. In repir ing Ues he gives the
initia! of the car, the car number, wheth-
er the ties are first or second ciass, and
the number of ties, He also reports the
number of first and second-vlass ties
taken up in a month, and finally gives
the total eost of lnbor on his section for
the month.

“Why Is t? 1 nasked one of the
brightest section men [ met, “that you
are seldom made more than section fore-
menl™

“For the reason that very few have the
ability and education to do more than
huve charge of a section”

In other words, when a man is made a
section bosa, Finnigan has come to his
own, and when he s taken out of that
sphere he becomes a failure. That ia why
men serve a% section bosses all thelr
lives. 1If they werp aosle to go up higher,
the genersl manager would soon know
it, and would put Finnigan where he
could do the company the most good.

Finnigan and his men do not accom-
plish such a great amount of work In a
day, The wark Is too hard. An ordinary
gang can take out and put in from sev-
enty-five to one hundred ties a day, and
put down the rulls, as a day's work. Nor
do they cut a largs amount of weeds In
u day. They do what they can, and not
try to hurry except when a train s in
sight, Then they get busy, for they never
can tell what officer may be.lovking out
of the rear car window. Whea they take
an inspector over their sectlon they know
how to do it. il the section is. io, prime
condition they plug along about four miles
an hour, If Finnigan says, “"Pot on a lit-
tle elbow grease there, byes,” you may
know that there are spots that he does
not want serutinized too closely, and no
bmian ean inspect a section carefully at
thirty miles an hour.

The manner in which Finnigan secures
information is surprising. If Finnigan at
Indianapolis is "on the carpet” at 2
o'clock in the afternoon, every Finnigan
between this city and Deeatur knows it
before “sun-up’ the next morning. Talk
about wireless telegraphy! It is not to be
eompared with the information that Fin-
nigan #ends to Finnigan, and no Finnigan
will explain how It is done. Finnigans
meet ot the end of their sections.

“Wall, Jerry, how ar¢ you cutting In?
SAYS one. . ;

That's all you know. Finnigan knows
the rost. Im the 135 miles traveled I did
not find a section man who would take
a drink of liquor on duty. They d4ld not
ohject to soft drinks and I thought 1 de-
tected a few winks as they swallowed
the *‘pop"” and lemon soda at some HTC
station where we stopped for refresh-
ments, The rules require temperance and
Finnigan sees that the rule Is enforeed.

All mailroads give prizes for the best
kept section. Tho basis Is ten and each
section boss checks up the other section,
gives ®& certain per cent for Huning up,
poicing right-of-way, surfacing, etc., and
these per cents are added and the Fiani-
gan getting the best per ¢ent is awarded
the prize. )

No =oldier of the legion was ever more
faithful to his colors than is Finnigan to
his trust., He will “kick™ and find fault
und swear at the management, bat all
hours of the dany or might he is looking
out that there |5 nothing left undone that
might cauvse an accldent. He ls always
alert, and the horror of his life is lest an
nccident should happen on his section,
The majority of the section bosses make

the bridges and see that the waterways’
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3“_[“.’;‘;‘:?"’"’;:."‘ than the last throb of that [ THE BA[LBUAD P“['H BAH ronding, and must be a sort of fack-of-all- | & trip over their sections every Wht

luto Armstrong’s face was coming . lndel. .H‘-Z . h. an expert in the sei- | cept Bucday. There ls one “ Indian<
again the ook of eat withdrawal, but . ) ence of lining up a track, his eye for a | apolis who has bean with the company
P:T‘.qh-'ug"d himseil to meot Thornton's .i\l;dﬁ. ne he fifle in the low places and | nearly forty years, and In that time has
) s . T . uces the high polats. He must be able | never failed to go over his section at

Your lands nre—yours.” he sald, Flnlll the Section . - .

B Tate e S s ‘Sﬂﬂv Boss, and |, g and distribute the grave: be- | least once a day, and always on .
His hope, Hke m}; sntment, had been Some Tricks of His Trade. tweenr the mils and pot a goed surface [ On that day he will fiil his pockets
quenched n that, 1l on-coming pres- on. He has te know something about | spikes, and, putiing a spike maul across
Sppe "‘Io'f::;;“ih;m‘ ¢y Nashed wp at the - ;i carpenter work, for thers sre & whole lot | his shoulder, walk carsfully over his sec-

“put [ would Bave It so—nt this | He In King of His Domain and Has a | 97 minor repairs (o be made. He must | tion. At one point along the road thare
cost,” he cried, am r the instunt, spoke Supreme Contempt for the Genernl :‘":' ’"m"r';m“: of the train despatcher's | s a dangorops curve, and the section boss
true. A Mannger—A Mammoth Exnggerator (o0 0 7 (Al he can tell just where the | who haw it In charge told me that be

With a sedden av ; gerator o / \
ﬁtrr»rrh.-g :m his luri -om('-nt A_rmmrrmg But nn Indispensable Employe. ::::f"“ are, or ought ta be, “a""_ how many | never siept at night when it ralned, lest

i s St re are, so that he won't have a rail | there be a cave-in at that curve, snd he

The wish was né His body | “You have heard this little rhyme: out Whem a train comes along. And he | always breathes frese when the storm s

Of course, there are chasacters among
the old-Ume sectlon men. The most in-
teresting I met on the trip was “Buffa- .
o That's the only name he ls known
by, and ke evidently forgot what
other name was, for he did not tell
He had great. broad shoulders, and
wide chest was freely displayed
his open mhirt front. His face
erwd with a short, eurly beurd,
hair could stand a cutting.
tecth looked Jike
flonting areund in
His attlve was simple. Oan b
wide-brimmed hat that
to the sensons for many
down over his ears and
dirty bandans haidkere
necik.  His patched overmlls,

A
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i

the middie by a broad ileather strap.
touched tha tops of o pair of heavy bro-
gansg drivenm full of hob-nafis. But his
eyes were bright and dancing and his

skin the color of tanned leather—a
bination of a Gresk soldlor snd an Ameris
::aeltwhordmphm 1 asked him
w onthem'hmoﬁﬁnn-b.-
“Who, me?" - 4
u"“.n -
, 1 have been here since jast Au-
m.l "
“Did you ever work anywhere else on
the section?*' .

“Who, me?™

“Yes: T worked on the Iilinois Central
and the Wahnsh.* .

“You get pretty tired, don't you?”
“Who, me?™

lqre..l)

“Oh, it's just Nke any other kind of
work.*™

“1 suppose you will always work on the
section ™

“Who, me?"

"Yeu % ¥

“Oh, I supposa so.* »

That is the way he talked to me daring
the hour we wore going over his section.
When we parted he hid my hand in his

bard as vitrified

brick, and, turning
sald, with a vigorous expectoration:
“Martin, this young fellow s ail right.
He Is no dude.” L
I raized my hat to Buffalo. He {8 no
dudea, either—From the Indianapolls
Newn. .

MRS. MURPHY IS DEAD,

Buffalo Mouras a Very Popular But
Modest Monkey. :
Mrs. Murphy is dead. Mrs. Murphy was
a2 monkey and up to last Wednesday was
a favorite at the Zoo. Popular as some of
the other anlmals are, they weren't e
popular us was Mra Murphy. She was
the recipient of more tlention thaw any
other animal She knew
herself on the fact, but,
modest moneky. She had
Zoo for a long time and
by thousands who never
when visiting there. ]
Tuberculcsls was responsible
passing of Mrs, Murphy. |
she had but a short time to live,
allowed to linger with the disease.
made no viclent protest when it
cided to chioroform her and put
afthemquhﬂ!ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁly
regret was that she must part
thousands of friends. she

1
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d
denth she would be stuffed and added to
the cellection of the Buffalo of
Natural Sciences. S0 when the taxh
ist Is finished Mrs. ]

m with Hmlz her
multitude of admirers will find her In the
care of 7, still o pecedve

3 though unable to entertain

Zoo's most pop animal. i
ra. M was Iast
7 examination ber
showed tna right jung was

Japan. When informaticn was
out awhile ago that Mrs. Murphy had con-
sumption, a n r of &n
were made at the Zoo her con-

dition, and they came mostly from among
Buffulo's well-known and well-to-do peo-
ple. It la a fact that several promi-
nent men and women visited the Zoo dur-
ing the last tan days prior to the death
of Mra. Murphy, solely to enquire about
her. That in ftself is indication of the
Interest that was taken In her.

Probably 10,000 persons went to the Zoao
yvesterday, a large n of them be-
ing Pan-American visitors. The bulk of
the wvisitors, however. were Buffalonians
who had known Mrs. Murphy. But she
wus not in her accustomed place when
they went to call on her vestenday and
they were really sorry when informed that
Mrs., Murphy, the Zoo's royal entertainer,
wus no more—Buffalo Express.

Needed in Hisn Business.
(Fram the Boston Transript.)
“Hy the wuy,” maked the ssffron-hused man,
*huve you ever suffered from dyspepsia®™”
“On the contrary,” replied the ruddy-faced
man, ‘1 enjoy it above all things. 1 am pro-

prietor of an unfulling specific for dyspepaia.’”

RHinsted Hopes.
(From the (hicago Tribune)

Bride—How detightiul it will be, Emil, to
roam through our tropical plantation and pluck
the ripe fruit from the trees!

Young Hushand (in some embarmesment)-=1 re-
member, dedr, 1 told you 1 had 4,000 trees on
ny Java plantation, but I must Lave forgotien
to mention that they are cinchona trees and
produce nothing but  the burk from which
Quinine & made,

Conceded.,

{(From the Indiamapolis News)

An Indiamapolld woman called op her grocer
by lelephone the other moming, aml after she
tad sufticiently scolded the man who responded
she said:

“and what's more, the next order you get
from mme will be the lest U'll ever give you.™

“It probably will, madame,' said the roice
nt the other dud of the wire. *'You are talking
to-an undertaker.””

Pidp't Like to Disturb Him.
(From Life.)

She—When are you going to see papa?
He—1 don't know. Everr time I have called
at bibs oifice be hes been in.

Trades nnd Tricks,

(From the Philadelphia Bulletin.)
"“There are tricks ia all trades, von kmow.''
““()h, vea; a horse trade free from trickery s

somuthing we can't expeet,”

Hnrd to Please.
(From the Dutroit Free Pres.)
4] ean't get on with that young woman at
.
“What's the trouble?’

“(h, she gels mud when [ say she’s mature;
and she gets mad when | say she's immature.”

A Concession to Superstition,

{From the Chicago Tribune)
‘Thirteen dollers amd & half scems a_h‘:gl\
price for such a compardtively short trip,” said
the man with the traveling bag in his hand.
“We thonght people would ruther pay !hlt
than 810" feplied the agent of the stexmer line
with an explanstory and apologetic cuugh.

sufe nand Sure,

(Fram Harper's Hazar.)
First M. D.—1 don’t believe in trying experi-
menty, do you?
Second D.—No, not unless you are sure
thie patient will recover.

e P
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A Matter of Discount.
(Fram the Detroit Free Presa.)
Strange Lady—What's the price of this fron
bedstead?
Dealer—Twelve dollars, madam,
Btrange Ladv—How much ot i I par cash?
Doaler—Madam, if you don't pay cash the bed
Is not for sale

He Was Too Quick.
(Froms e Philade!phia Bulletin.)
“Would you play a game for stakes?™"
**No, never.”
“Sarry. 1 was going to ask you to have a game
of croquet with me."

A Prediction Verified.

(From the Hartford Conrant.)

“*Seest thou a man diligent in his businesa?’
said the old Hobrew peoverb maker. **He shall
stand before kings'" Mr. Morgas and the other
American visitors entertained by Eidward VII at
Windwor Castle s few days ago have been diligent
i their business, That's why,

Did Yon Hear the Explosion?
(From the Minneapolis Times)

“Even worse than tepid tomuiloes bs cold toast,™
siys the “New York Tribune,'* founded by Horace
Groeley. “And worse than cither is warm beer,”
adils the *“Roston Globe" This explodem the

pular helief that rum and molasses s the only
{:! erage affecied by the Boatonese

Sclentific Instruction,
(From the Philadelphia Press)
Mrs. Housekeop—Jone, are the eges hoiling?
Jape (furmeriy of Boston)—Must sssonmily not,
madam.  Albeit, I lelieve | may sately sy the
water is in which they have been immorsed.

Waoarthy of Discussion,
(Fromu the Chicago Tribune.)

“] mever saw anrthing quite o mortifying,™
peveroly  cotmented Mr. Ferguson, after they
Liad Jeft the church door and started bhomeward,
*iag that performance of yours in applauding ine
preacher.  He wasn’t saying a worrd at the time,
pither. He was worely looking at his watch,
Dida't you set how everybody stared at you in
a horrifipd way when you clapped your band=t"

1 wasn't applanding the preacher, George™
roplisd Mre. Fergusan, ready to eory. “I was
merely trying to kill a moth.'*

He Gave In,

{(From the Denver Times)

“You,” growlsd the Greal Man o his menial,
tget u lump on yoursell and push thar work
through, T won't tolerate any laving back.'

Syou, said the better Lalf of the Great Man,
after be had left the dinner table, “get a hump
on yoursel! end give me sufficient money fo tade
Helen and myself to the mountains this sumimer,
and  hurry up about it. 1 won't tolemte any

1 hack.
m‘r'l?ﬂ. dear,”” replied the Great Man, meckly.

CURRENT HUMOR

Consoliaiion,
(From the Heitere Welt)
The Man—Here U've ron lke an insane man;
and stid Fve lvst my train!
The Mher—Oh, console yourself, =ou're only
three minutes late. 1t you hadn't run you'd been
much later,

One Thing He Prohably Forgot.
{From Tit-Bits)

Thamas (who hias besn nearly drowned)—It was
simply marvelous! As I zank for the third time
all the incidents of my past life came vividly
before me.

Dobls (brutally)—I sy, old chap., did you re-
member that Sver I lent you year?

The Perils of Youth,

(From the Boston Christian Register.)
{ontrasting the ancient church with the mod-
ern, Phillips Brooks remarked that the early
Christians tried to save their young men from
being thrown te the lons. ‘““Now.," he added,
“we are glad H we cun save them from going te
the doga."”

Twisted,

(From the Catholie Standard and Timea)

Mes, Browne—I hesr Mr, Goodman is epsaged.

Mri. Malaprop—(] yes!

Aire. Browne—l smaw bim at your house with &
yuung lady yestenlar. Is that the one?

Mra. Malaprop—VYes, that's his Sasco,

An Easy Way Out of Trouble.
(From the Boston Tramseripty)

She—And actually, there was a lion in your
path? What did you do?

He—Gh, | merely sad te the lion, “You srom
to hmve got here fiest, w0 it to yoa."™
Then I tovk asother pathe

He Woulda't Be Dasy.
(From the Chicago Post,)

“lot me see the feuny paper,”™ utged the Litls
one

“But I'm lookiog at it,"" reolied her fasher.

sy, well,”™ s returned, “yoo cun Jook at
it atter supper, for you don’t kave o go out to

play.**

As a Rule.
{(From the Chicago Tribune)

In taking your daily walks
Yuu all have noticed, marbe,

Tuaut the wun who b8 always howling about the
wrengs of soviety, the intamoos monay
power, the unegual distribution of the
things of this world, the
of everything that is, the duty ﬂwz
pressed to rige in thedr might and smash

oppressors, 15 the man who comnmenly pers
mils
Ilis wite to carry the baby. .




